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	1. How to Win Against the Bull

Chapter 1: How to Win Against the Bull

The air outside of Haven's chantry was frigid, and the wind was howling. All of the recruits posted outdoors had scurried inside, realizing their day shifts ended soon anyways. And no enemy could make it through the blizzard with ease. Most of them had flooded into tavern with their arms upon their faces until they stepped into the warmth of ale and music.

Those from the Inquisitor's inner circle had also joined. Blackwall was quietly chatting with Krem and Grim, well mostly with Krem. Grim was too grim for talk about the proper techniques in swordplay and shielding. He answered with a long grunt when in agreement, and a short one for disapproval. The trio's attention was quickly stolen by Sera and Bull. The two were about to engage into an arm wrestling match after ingesting too much ale. Bets being placed on who would be victorious resonated though the tavern. Josephine excitedly shouted that she would put 10 gold on Sera, while Lelianna shook her head at Josephine's poor judgement of strength. Bull was obviously stronger, just look at those muscles. Vivienne sat in the corner on a high stool, with wine in her hand and a repulsive look on her face, obviously not enjoying the behavior of the ambassador and spymaster.

Not surprisingly, most had placed their bets on Bull. "Seriously, look at you. I got everyone in here on my side," he said smugly to Sera.

"Oh piss off," she yelled. "They just don't know my skill, yeah."

A low chuckle escaped Bull's lips. "Sure, elf. Whatever you say. The only one on your side is our ambassador."

"She smart though, right?" Sera shot a toothy smile at Josephine.

"Well, not anymore," replied Bull rather lowly. "So when are we gonna do this?" as he placed his massive arm onto the table.

"Now!" Sera yelled as she grabbed onto his hand.

The crowd erupted in cheers as they began. Bull was smiling at Sera trying to overtake him. He placed his other hand underneath his chin and leaned onto the table. "So, where's the skill you were talking about?" Sera growled at his comment. She really didn't need this right now.

Suddenly, Bull's arm came down an inch by the weight of Sera's hand. "Oh you're actually stronger than you look," Bull grinned. He removed his other hand from his chin and adopted a look of determination. Sera's hand began to bend, until a sudden rush pushed Bull's hand onto the table. The once loud crowd had silenced at the unexpected turnout. Bull's were wide, as were Sera's. "How did you…" he stuttered holding his defeated arm.

"Yeah! Piss on that!" Sera yelled, jumping onto the chair. Josephine would win a lot today.

"Wait. I want another one!" growled Bull.

Sera giggled at that. "We agreed to one, yeah! You can't take it back now."

"We never agreed to just one."

"I wouldn't if I were you Bull," said Solas in the corner.

"Solas!" shouted Bull pointing at the mage. "You helped her with your weird magic."

Solas threw his head back with laughter and took a sip of his ale. He was usually in seclusion, but today was an especially cold day. "Bull, you never said no magic was allowed."

"You little bald knif-"

Bull was cut with the slam of a door and a cold breeze tumbling in, making everyone shiver. Everybody turned their heads to see who had come in, and much to their demise, it was Trevelyan, well the less intelligent one. The Herald, Nicholas Trevelyan, had come to the Inquisition after the explosion at the Conclave, and he had come alone. A few months ago, the Herald's family had contacted Josephine, and insisted that he could not be left alone (which Cassandra completely disagreed with). Nicholas did have a lot to learn, but he was quite a talented archer, with his only weakness being his lack of experience.

Unfortunately, the Trevelyans did not see his potential and decided to send Nicholas' little sister, Elise, to Haven. She possessed no skills in terms of battle, and no strength in terms of the mind. The complete opposite of her older brother. Many times their personalities had clashed during the war council meetings, which Elise usually came to uninvited. Although weak, Elise was by no means quiet. She had a way with her words and was gifted to be diplomatic. However, this quality of hers had quickly been shadowed by her obsession with the Commander.

Cullen had never returned her advances, and most likely had not even noticed her affections towards him. Always buried in work, his focus was always centered on signing papers and reading reports. And although he never admitted it to anyone, Cullen had many times found Elise's closeness unwanted. He didn't have time to speak to her about unimportant matters like, "Cullen, what do you think of this dress?" or "Commander, care to take a stroll with me?" The girl was kind, but she did not understand Cullen, when he wanted to be alone or just wanted some rest.

So when Elise waltzed into the tavern, with a highly inappropriate dress for the weather and her hair elegantly done, and asked the question "Is Commander Cullen here?" the whole gathering had turned their heads away from her with groans. For a moment she stood at the door confused at the lack of an answer, until Vivienne had jumped off of her stool and strolled towards her, while the patrons had again burst into chatter.

"Trevelyan, darling, please shut the door behind you and come in," the mage said with an arm towards a table.

Elise smiled slightly with her nose pointed up. "Why Vivienne, lovely to see you here. I did not think this would be the kind of crowd you would fancy," she replied sternly looking at Bull arguing with Solas and Sera laughing drunkenly beside them.

Vivienne followed Elise's gaze, "There are certainly quite a colorful crowd, even if they do not possess proper etiquette. However, I do not fancy them, my dear, I am simply trying to assess the standards of the Inquisition." At that, Elise noticed the grim look on Vivienne's face as she peered at the rest of the inner circle. She lowered her voice to a slight whisper, "I do not understand why your older brother has recruited such vile creatures." At that moment Sera poured a mug of ale onto Bull, earning a loud burst of laughter from everyone.

Elise sighed heavily at the scene, "I do not understand it either, Lady Vivienne, I thought Nicholas would have better standards coming from such a high class family, but I was wrong."


	2. Speaking of Cullen's Love Life

_Hey guys! So this is the 2nd chapter of this story. Hope you enjoy it :}_

Chapter 2: Speaking of Cullen's Love Life…

It was night now and everyone was harbored in the tavern, everyone except for Cullen. He had been in his makeshift office signing papers when he heard a loud laughter echoing through his walls. He held his temples at the noise. The headaches were becoming worse every day, and on bad days he would take it out on others. Three days ago, Cullen sat at his desk with his head pounding as he looked at a drawer holding his precious lyrium. Lelianna had suddenly walked in to inform him that the Inquisitor had decided to recruit the mages, instead of the Templars. Memories of the tower, memories of his first love, memories of Uldred and abominations flashed in front of him. In a fit of anger, Cullen began to rant on why nothing good comes from mages, how they cannot be trusted. He eventually apologized to Lelianna for his harsh words, but he had yet to apologize to Solas, who had appeared at Cullen's door after hearing the commotion. The elven mage walked out in disgust after hearing his insults and sneered at the drawer holding the lyrium bottles.

Cullen heavily sighed and left his desk behind and trudged in the snow towards the small gathering, in hope of seeing Solas, until he saw a raven flying towards Lelianna's tent. Cullen wrapped himself with his arms and hurried in the direction of a scout who had the raven perched on his arm.

"Recruit," Cullen stammered in the cold, "Who is it to?" He did not want to read anything that was only for Lelianna's eyes, in fear of what he may find. The soldier swiftly pulled on the roll of parchment and uncovered only the top of the letter.

"It's written to you, sir," he said handing the paper to Cullen.

Cullen hurriedly took the document from the scout's hand and opened up the missive to read the message:

_Cullen,_

_We've successfully made it to Redcliffe. Many mages are housed in here because of the war. There's some creepy guy here named Alexius. He said something about Tevinter, but I'm not sure of how closely they are connected yet. Strangely enough, Fiona did not seem to remember the invitation that SHE gave us. I don't know. It's weird here. Did I mention the fade rift in their chantry?_

_I also met this guy named Dorian (in that chantry). Nice fella (and his moustache is exquisite). Apparently, he told me about this time magic thing happening with Alexius. Yeah. Never really understood this whole magic stuff anyways._

_Let's see. What else… Oh! I got a bruise from Cassandra (don't ask why… hee hee). Varric got his breeches ripped off by a bear that he tried to feed or something. And that seems to be it. We'll end up coming back to Haven in a few days._

_Nicholas_

_P.S. I got the horses._

The last line made Cullen smile satisfyingly, and the scout looked at it in disbelief. Cullen had been asking the horse master, Dennet, for a long time to provide the Inquisition with horses, but the stubborn man had never budged. And now Nicholas had managed to lift one more burden off of Cullen's shoulders.

He tilted his head back towards the night sky and realized that the storm had slowly cleared, and patches of stars could now be seen past the clouds. For once, Cullen felt as if the Inquisition could succeed. Of course, now they would have to deal with Redcliffe and Alexius, but only one problem at a time could be solved. Cullen peered at a light behind a group of dark clouds and watched as they moved to uncover the silver moon.

He was brought out of his thoughts by another loud laughter from those in the tavern, and noticed the scout still standing next to him. "You're dismissed," Cullen said promptly, yet softer than usual. The soldier stood still for a moment and then nodded. Cullen watched him run off into the tavern, no doubt to tell the others of his experience in witnessing Cullen smile.

The message from the Inquisitor would be have to be given to Lelianna and Josephine soon, but Cullen was in no rush tonight. Finally, his headache had subsided and he wanted to enjoy a moment of peace, knowing that the pain would return in a few hours. Cullen walked towards the docks by the lake and sat on the boards overlooking the water. He opened up the letter again and reread the last line with the light of the moon. After a sigh, the commander lied on his back with his eyes closed and his legs hanging off the dock. He felt a chill in the air and opened his eyes to an even fuller moon now. "Solona," he breathed out.

He wondered if Mage Solona Amell was also looking at the same moon right now, if she were still alive. He remembered her long hair as black as the night sky, and eyes as gray as the moon. Even the breeze reminded Cullen of Amell's icy magic. She was everywhere right now, and he was surrounding by her memory. He had never loved anyone but her. He had his flings here and there, but it was always just to fill the gap of Solona.

The last he saw the mage was ten years ago during the Blight. His first love, taken from him because of darkspawn. Cullen never actually had told her of his feelings. It was too late, and even then, what mage would love a Templar. And when she had arrived at the tower to save them all, Cullen had drove her away. Such a sorry state he was in, a man plagued by torture. He never ended up apologizing to her for what he said, and he never forgave himself.

Last Cullen heard of Solona was when she took over Amaranthine. There were rumors of her ongoing affairs with King Alistair, who she had put on the throne, throughout her whole time as the arlessa. Cullen felt a pang of jealousy in his heart whenever their relationship was brought up. Queen Anora was married to Alistair, but somehow someone always brought up Solona and Alistair's "undying" love. And then, Mage Amell disappeared. No one knew where she went or why she left. It was all such a mystery.

With another heavy sigh and one last look at the moon, Cullen stood up and stalked towards the tavern, with Nicholas' missive clenched in his hand. Lelianna and Josephine could not be kept waiting any longer.


	3. So Much Stuttering

_If you're confused of what's going on, go back a chapter. I uploaded two chapters today! :D And any criticism is welcome, but please be gentle... _

Chapter 3: So Much Stuttering

The three advisers had regrouped in the war room after Cullen had entered into the tavern. His entrance was met with a joyful warmth, until he looked at his men. Most of them were rowdily laughing with alcohol rushing through their veins, and the rest had joined Sera on the wooden floor, sleeping. Cullen had a look of horror on his face of their behavior, but he inwardly grinned at his recruits, thinking of how much they will hate their early morning drills tomorrow. He would make them work extra hard, maybe they would go on a longer run or do shield exercises.

Lost in his thoughts about training exercises, Cullen was interrupted by the voice of his second-in-command, Rylen. "Commander!" he waved with a drunken smile on his face. Rylen was seated with some of the other recruits at one of the tables, each one with a mug in his hand. He quickly took one last sip from his mug and hurried over to his commander. "Sir, would you like to have a drink? The Iron Bull is buying everyone drinks tonight."

"Right he is!" Sera yelled from the floor.

"Wasn't she sleeping?" asked Cullen confused.

"I-….I don't know, sir," replied Rylen.

Cullen replied with a sigh, crossing his arms over his chest. "Have you seen Lelianna or Josephine?"

"They were here, Commander, but I believe they left after taking the money."

"The money?" Cullen's eyebrows furrowed.

Rylen chuckled looking at Sera now fully asleep on the floor. "It would be better if you asked them yourself."

"Right," Cullen replied with a little concern.

"Commander Cullen," a petite voice called from behind him. He turned to see a woman with cherry-colored long hair, placed in intricate braids. The woman's makeup was done quite heavily and her light blue gown's neckline was hanging dangerously low.

Cullen's cheeks turned slightly red and he coughed a little, "Lady Trevelyan."

Elise noticed his reaction and smiled widely with pride, "Please Cullen, call me Elise. We are too close for 'my lady' or 'madam.'"

Rylen scoffed at her desperation for proximity with the man. The whole Inquisition was aware of Elise's want to court Cullen, well everyone except for Cullen. The man had always been oblivious to flirting. He raised his hand to his mouth as he tried to keep a straight face.

Cullen gave a look to his second-in-command before he looked back at Elise, "That would be highly inappropriate, _my lady_. I'm afraid I cannot. You are the Herald's younger sister and addressing you as lady is only right."

"But you address Cassandra as 'Lady Cassandra' and her family is lower than mine," said Elise straightening up her back.

Rylen's eyes had opened wide at her statement. Insulting Cassandra was not the most intelligent course, and insulting Cassandra in front of Cullen was even worse. He quickly nodded to Cullen and stalked away from the two back to his table.

Cullen watched as he walked away and wondered how such a girl could be the Herald's sister. He knew there was going to be some partiality from her because of her background, but not like this. However, he would let it go. The girl was young and still had much to learn. "Have you seen Josephine?" He changed the topic. The headache was beginning to come back.

An expression of annoyance dawned Elise's face, "She was here before, Commander." She put her hands on her hips and felt angry that he would bring another woman up during their conversation.

"Really?!" Cullen's face lit up. He showed her the parchment. "I've been looking for her. Do you know where she would be now?"

Elise's face was red. "I don't know, _Commander_." She gritted her teeth.

"Oh, then have you seen Lelianna by any chance?"

"I don't kno-" Elise was interrupted by a calm, familiar voice.

"I know where they are, Commander," said Solas walking towards the pair. His hands were placed behind his back and there was a slight grin upon his face.

"Solas," Cullen breathed out, his eyes widened.

"The spymaster and ambassador have both returned to the Chantry. I am guessing they are in the war room, perhaps," he said as he took a glance at Sera on the floor. "You just missed them."

"Solas," Cullen began. "I want to apologize for before. What I meant was- well what I wanted to say was-"

"That all mages are abominations?" Solas said amusingly.

"No! I-I…" Cullen stuttered looking away from him. "Look, I did not mean to insult you. When I said those things I was not thinking straight. I was angry and I-I should not have said those things," he glanced down at Solas.

Solas looked down and smiled slightly, "It is alright Commander. I understand your problem. There is no harm done."

Cullen peered at him, "You understand?"

"Yes, you are referring to your withdrawals, yes?" his eyebrows furrowed.

"What are withdrawals?" asked Elise with a deeper voice, her eyes perked with curiosity.

Cullen's head began to pound painfully at her question. He had told no one of his withdrawals, and yet Solas had found out.

Solas glanced at the twitch of pain in Cullen, "It seems I have said too much. Commander, you were looking for Lelianna. She is in the Chantry."

Cullen nodded to Solas and felt a sudden need to run out of tavern. It felt as though the walls were closing around him. But before he could, a hand stopped his movements.

"Cullen," Elise looked up at him with doe eyes. "Could I join you? I also had some business to discuss with Josephine." Her lips were slightly parted and her hands were clasped together softly.

Cullen's forehead began to sweat. He needed to get out. His pain was returning, and he was suffocating. But rejecting Elise's offer would pose as if something were wrong, so he simply nodded his head, with which Elise responded to with a wide smile.

They walked out of the tavern, Cullen in front and Elise in the back. The cool air hit Cullen's face and cooled the sweat, which covered him. He sighed in relief at the touch of the wind on his temples. It did not stop the pain, but it soothed his head somewhat.

Elise fell into step with him by increasing her speed. His legs were longer then hers, and his shoes were more suited for the snow than hers were. She began to open her mouth to say something, but after looking at his expression, she stopped herself. Cullen was eyeing the moon with longing.

Elise looked at the moon, following his line of sight. She wanted to understand him. It was no secret that she fancied the man, but he had never responded to her advances. Her constant flirting towards him had never been successful. He was obviously attracted to her, but Cullen was never open about it. Did he not want her? Or was he oblivious in matters such as these?

"Isn't the moon lovely today?" Cullen suddenly asked.

Elise looked upon his face, noticing a look of sadness in his eyes. His stance was uncomfortably rigid, and his voice was laced with a deepness she had never seen before in the stern and stubborn Commander. Maybe this different Cullen was caused by what Solas had mentioned before? Withdrawals? She didn't know what those were, but she would ask Vivienne later.

"Yes, it is," she carefully replied. Yes, she would be discrete and diplomatic about this matter. She wanted to help Cullen, especially if he would court her in the near future.

They arrived at the door of the Chantry. Cullen reached his arm out to open the door, but stopped at the sound of Elise's voice.

"Cullen," she said nervously. "Can we talk maybe?"

Cullen turned towards her confused. "Yes, of course. Is there something you needed?"

She sighed shakily. Never had Elise been so anxious, and romance was not something that she was unexperienced. But something about the man in front of her made her feel like a small girl. She looked up at him with hooded eyes. "Cullen, I care for you," she took a deep breathe. "And I was wondering if you felt the same way?"

Cullen brought a hand to the back of his neck in surprise and looked away awkwardly. "I don't-"

"You don't want to court me?"

"Maker! It's not like that… It's just we're in the middle of war and…" Cullen's voice trailed as he glanced up at the moon. "I-I'm not ready," he breathed out.

"What was her name?" Elise asked quietly.

Cullen slightly smiled, "Solona." He looked back at the girl in front of him. "I'm not ready for anything yet. Maybe when all of this is over, we can consider something, but not now. There is too much to do."

Elise blinked tears back. No, she would not cry. Not now. This wasn't rejection, not yet at least. She swallowed a lump in her throat and grinned up at him. "Don't forget then."

Cullen laughed, "I promise. I won't forget."

Suddenly, they turned their heads towards the sound of horse hooves. Cullen's laughter changed to a look of seriousness, with no hint of his previous conversation with Elise. A soldier ran up to them frantically. "Commander!" the soldier called to him. "The Herald has arrived!"


End file.
